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proficient at any sport you could mention: golf, tennis, billiards,
horseback riding, swimming. Everybody wanted him for lunch, for
cocktails, for dinner, for the talking, singing, and dancing afterward.
He was the first to arrive at a party, the last to leave. When he
joined a group both the men and the women brightened, sat up in
their chairs, and thought: well, now the fun can begin. He was a
wonderful guest, an excellent host. As Elise pointed out to us, most
of Tracy's qualities were endearing—in a bachelor.
Thirty-three-year-old Elise was pretty and blond. She dressed
tastefully, but not extravagantly as Jan Summers did. For eight
years Elise had believed and boasted that her husband was perfec-
tion. Then in the eighth year of her marriage she learned that Tracy
had been unfaithful to her. That first infidelity she forgave, but
when, four years later, the infidelity was repeated, she was in no
mood to be forgiving. Although Tracy insisted he broke his marriage
vows only because of loneliness, she told us she found that impossi-
ble to believe:
I doubt Tracy has ever spent a lonely moment on or off the road.
He isn't the type who mopes and broods in an empty room. He can't
be in a town fifteen minutes before he's busy on the telephone, call-
ing this one, complimenting that one, passing on the latest joke. In
half an hour I've seen him set up a week of appointments.
The first girl he got entangled with—her name was Carol—was
the cashier in a motel in Tucson, Arizona. Most wives would have
sensed something was wrong long before I became suspicious. A
couple of the other salesmen used to kid around, telling me that I
ought to put a ball and chain on my husband. I laughed. I didn't
dream I was hearing the truth. I wanted to trust Tracy, I suppose.
My mother's nagging and complaining and her unjust suspicions
drove my father to the divorce court when I was in grade school.
As a child I decided I wouldn't be that kind of wife.
Both my mother and iny older sister used to say I was too trust-
ing and naive. My mother-in-law—I get on better with her than

